THE LONG AND 
SHORT OF IT... 


I must write and tell you how much I 
like your comic. I like the fashion 
competitions, but the dress lengths are 
not big enough for me. Most of my 
friends at school are the same. We are 
all thirteen and all wear 36” length, so 
could you cater for us as well? 
Jacqueline Owen, 
Northfleet. 


I expect you've already seen in previous 
issues that I have in fact featured dresses 
and suits and playsuits in 1p to 38” length. 
But I can only offer dresses in the size range 
made by the manufacturers, so some tweeks I 
try to feature small ranges and other weeks 
larger ones. 


BLOSSOM-EATER! 


I bought a daffodil at school. At home 
I planted it in a pot and watered it 


carefully. It grew into a lovely flower. 
But when it was time to take it back 
to school my puppy dog ate the top off! 
Gillian Walls, 

London, S.E. 


BRIGHT BUDGIE 


I have a budgie called Peter, and we 
were very upset when he got out of his 
cage one day and flew out of the house. 
My friend Bernadette and lots of other 
children helped me search, but we had 
to give up when it got dark. Next day 
Bernadette rushed in to tell me some 
people had found a blue budgie and we 
knew he was mine because he kept 
telling them his name was Peter Brown, 
which I have taught him to say. 
Linda Brown, 
Sheffield 11. 


Perhaps you should teach him to say his 
address, too, just in case he gets lost again ! 
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NAPOLEON ?: 


MEETS NELSON 


I think it’s a shame the way everyone 
was going on about Illya when he 
came to England a few weeks ago. 
Hardly anybody mentioned Napoleon. 


Susan Johnson, 
Leeds. 


Perhaps this photograph will soothe you, 
Susan—Napoleon in Trafalgar Square, in 
the shadow of Nelson's Column. I suspect 
that all those pigeons are Thrush agents in 
disguise ! 


OR those of you who have 
been waiting to find out the 
of the winners of the 


Parker’s Pantry Srpetition 


sentence completion into con- 
_ Sideration when ‘selecting the 


laysher, 
Pollock, 


d originality of 


LIGHT 
READING 


You may think this is queer, but it’s 
true. My Gran can read tea-cups. 
Often the things she predicts come 
true. She also has a dream book, and 
after you have had a dream you can 
look it up to see what it means. I think 
it is all very fascinating. 
Carol Bradley, 
Chippenham. 


CONFUSION 


A few weeks ago there were instructions 
on how to make a Maurice Mouse. 
Now all my friends and relatives call 
me Maurice Mouse. I have finished 
making him and he is part of the 
family, because my surname is Maurice. 
My two pet mice are also named 
‘Maurice—Mousca Maurice and Sasha 
Maurice. As my Dad, Mum and I are 
not mice, Maurice Mouse belongs to 
my pet mice although he is not real. 


Janette Maurice, 
Castle Bromwich. 


I see! It took me about half an hour to really 
understand your letter. ... but I think I 
know what you're getting at, and I was 
extremely relieved to know that you and 
your parents are not members of the rodent 
Family ! 


A WHALE OF A TIME... 


I am writing to you to tell you about 
my mouse, Maurice, which I tried to 
make-from the instructions in Issue 5. 
I cut him out and stitched him up, but 
when I had put all the stuffing inside 
him, he was a queer shape, so now I 


WRITE TO: 

LADY PENELOPE, 167 
Fleet Street, London, E.C.4 
(Comp.). If you would like 
a postal reply, please enclose 
a stamped, self-addressed 
envelope. 


have called him Wally the Whale—he 
looks just like one. 


Kathryn Penneck, 
Sutton. 


WRONG NUMBER 


One morning my mother was sharply 
awakened by the telephone. She went 


to answer it and to her astonishment a 

voice said to her: “It’s six o’clock, 
Jimmy. Time to get up!” 

Madaline Turnbull, 

Motherwell. 


POLLY GONE 


I have a parrot called Polly. When she 
does not get what she wants she makes a 
noise like a farmyard full of ducks. The 
neighbours are beginning to complain, 
and we have to cover her up with a 
special cover which she hates. Have 
you any ideas on what I can do? 


J. Muscroft, 
Leeds. 


Yes—give her what she wants! 


LADY FROM PRESTON 
My brother is very fond of making up 
limericks, with some help from my 
father. One I like best is: 
There was a young lady from Preston, 
Who, on Saturday nights watched. the 
Western. 
She got very hot, 
But she couldn't get shot, 
"Cos she had a bullet-proof vest on! 
jill Pallett, 
Willington. 
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YM AFRAID 1 WON'T BE 


ABLE TO OPEN THIS NEW 
TEENAGE CLUB BUT "4 
SURE YOU Wilt BE ABLE 
JO TAKE MY PLACE, 
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WE WISH TO THANK THE UNITED NETWORK COMMAND FOR LAW AND ENFORCEMENT 


THE MILIDAS RANCH IN CALIFORNIA... 


THE STABLE BO! 
AAVE SADOLEO THE 
| AOR SES, LYA — YOL/ 
MIGHT AS WELL SEE 
=\ ALL THE RAMCLS 
WHILE YOURE HEREL 


MALYA-THS§ HOL. 
TURN INTO VERY HARO LUINCLE 


WE CAN'T TALK HERE, 
WE COLULD BE OVERHEARD... 
THAT'S Wty £ OECHDEO ON THE 
\ RIDE. OUT ON THE PRAM ee, NO- 
ONE CAN HEAR 5 / - 


MUST BE 
ULYA. (0d CLIFF 
MILIDAS ! 


GLAD TO MEE: 

YOLL, Dike - THANK 

YOU FOR HAVING. 
MES 


WOW DON'T WOR) 
FATHER -BOTH UL VA 
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WITHOUT WHOSE ASSISTANCE THIS FEATURE WOULD NOT BE POSSIBLE 


COME ON, LET'S 
GIVE THEA A KLIN 
TO START WITH? 


y. No oe 
WHERE'S 
VOL COSSACK 
BLOOD, LL VA 2, 


LNECONSCIOLS 1) 
£ MLIST RIDE 


ILLYA RAISES THE 
ALARM AND, 


SHELL BE AS RIGHT 
AS KAIN! 


ANOTHER MV ETERY DEATH, 
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Here is the final instalment from 
Lady Penelope's personal file 
numbered 9483G0 — a most 


unusual ghost story... 


While on a moorland hiking 
holiday, Ginny Morris and her 
cousins Derek and Sue take 
shelter in an empty old mansion. 
Unknown to them, the house is 
the base of two foreign agents, 
who try to frighten the hikers 
away, But their efforts at pretend- 
ing to be ghosts only succeed in 
making Sue and her friends more 

- keen to explore the house. When 


one agent hides in a rusting suit 
of armour in another bid to scare 
them, he gets more than he 


bargained for... 


EREK stood amazed. He’d taken 

a poker from the old open hearth 

in the hall and prodded a 
rusting suit of armour, in fun. 

And the armour had come to life! 
It flailed its arms and yelled, and 
did a capering sort of dance. Then it 
fell to bits, and a fat little man stood 
horrified for a moment in the midst 
of it, finally to go haring off up the 
stairs as though all the devils of the 
underworld were on his tail. 

Ginny was the first to recover her 
wits. “Quick! After him!” she shouted, 
and dashed off in close pursuit, Sue 
and her brother hard on her heels. 

Schussknopf, the little man who'd 
been hiding in the iron suit, ran so 
fast that the boards of the landing 
were creaking long after he’d passed. 
First he stopped and fumbled with 
this panel . . . then with that. But he 
couldn’t think straight. He couldn’t 
find any of the secret ways that led 
back to his haven behind the walls of 
the house, the operations centre from 
which he and his friend Klaus worked. 

“Klaus! Help me!” Schussknopf 
shrieked as he ran from corridor to 
corridor, from ‘landing to landing. 


His mission had been to terrify the 
youngsters . . . now it was the other 
way about. 

Already intrigued with the fascin- 
ating old building, Ginny and her 
cousins were more than doubly 
interested in their latest discovery. 
“You hear that?” Ginny paused at the 
head of a flight of stairs. “There 
must be. at least two of them at 
large!” 

Then Schussknopf resorted to 
violence to make his escape. In a 
frenzy, he flung a heavy carved table 
down from a balustraded gallery 
above, and by the time the three 
friends had dodged it and followed 
him, there was nothing to be seen. 

Derek, the amateur sleuth, prowled 
along the landing, feeling the panels 
and knocking with his fists. But they 
all sounded hollow. 

Then he paused, and bent close 
to the wood. 

“Look at this! A panel without any 
dust lodged in the crevices! It must 
slide open somehow!” 


The three of them tried to shift it. 
They pressed, pushed and kicked. 
They poked at every piece of 
moulding and decoration for yards 
around, but nothing happened. 

“There must be a network of 
passages behind the walls,” said Sue. 
“And at least two men are hiding 
there.” 

“They’re obviously up to no good,” 
said Derek needlessly. 

“We could go and get the poker, 
and break down the panels,” sug- 
gested Ginny, but Derek had a better 
idea. 

“Tf there’s a chamber of any kind 
behind the walls, it must have been 
built with the house,” he said. “And 
it’s got to have some sort of ventil- 
ation. It may even be heated.” 

“So what?” said Sue. Sisters are 
always scornful of anything their 
young brothers say. 

“So the chimneys are probably all 
part and parcel of the same system,” 
said Derek smugly. “And the 
chimneys are big tunnels that you 
can climb up and explore. I know. 
I’ve already tried it.” = 

“Derek has a point,” admitted 
Ginny. “If we go along into the next 
room, and shin up the flue, we can 
possibly find our way to the secret 
parts behind the panelling.” 

‘The three of them pushed open the 
nearest door, and pulled themselves 
one by one up the rung-studded sides 
of the fireplace, until they were 
climbing in the sooty, dusty channels 
behind the walls. There were branches 


leading off in this direction and that, 
and occasionally, they could see up 
to the sky, or down to a fireplace in 
the depths of the house. But now they 
were in a vertical channel that led 
roughly in the right direction and all 
at once, Derek, leading the way, held 
up a waming hand. 

Distinctly, they could hear the 
sound of voices . . . one high pitched 
and complaining, the other soothing. 
They were foreign voices, and they 
floated up from another side flue that 
led down to a rusting ventilator 
grille. 

There was enough room for all of 
them to lie side by side and look- 
through to the control centre where 
Klaus Scharntraus sat beside the 
big radio transmitter and waved a 
lecturing finger at his depressed 
friend, Holst Schussknopf . . . 


Some miles away, across the moor, 

Lady Penelope Creighton-Ward 
had completed her investigations 
at the moorland Rocket Research 
Station. Information on the most 
secret projects had been leaking 
out, and she had pinned the leak on 
to a junior scientist in the fuel 
laboratory. 

“Just how he got the information 
away from this place, I don’t know,” 
said Lady Penelope to Parker, as she 
climbed into the back of the pink 
Rolls Royce. “But I imagine it must 
have been by some simple method . . . 
carrier pigeon, for example. I think 
we should take a look around the 
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immediate countryside. There may 
be a hidden control centre. Perhaps 
in a cave, a farmhouse. Maybe even 
in a deserted mansion . . .” 

FAB 1 purred into life, and Parker 
coasted slowly out of the research 
base and on to the main road. . . 


N the room behind the walls of the 
derelict house, Klaus Scharntraus 
pulled his moustache irritably. His 
eyes blazed. 
“Holst, you are a dumkopf! Our 


organisation puts us here, spends” 


big money on our equipment. All 


we have to do is relay the messages - 


from pigeons to Europe over our 
radio! Is this hard work? No! And 
now three hikers come! They threaten 
to drive us out!” 

“T tried to frighten them away, 
Klaus! It wasn’t my fault. They are 
fiends . . . do you hear me, fiends!” 

Behind the grille high up in the 
wall, Ginny, Derek and Sue heard, 
and understood. When they had first 
been driven to this old house by a 
rainstorm, they had been scared of it. 
But now the whole place, with all its 
creakings and groanings, was no 
more than a joke. 

“Shh! Listen!” Ginny silenced her 
chuckling friends. “They’re cooking 
up another daft scheme!” 

Klaus stood up and paced the 
floor. “This time,” he said, “I wilt 
be the spectre. You, Holst, are 
obviously not cut out for such things. 
I shall appear in such a terrifying 
aspect to our young interfering 
friends, that they will flee the house 
the ‘moment they see me!” 

“Be careful, Klaus,” said Holst 
warily. “Our hikers are no fools.” 


INNY, Derek and Sue scrambled 


back down the flues to the 
ground floor. 
“They're spies of some kind,” said 


Derek. “So one of us ought to go and 
get some help.” 

“Off you go, then,” said Ginny .. . 
but Derek didn’t want to miss the 
fun. In the end, they tossed coins 
for it, and Sue lost. Grumbling and 
complaining, she hitched her hiker’s 
pack on her back and set off down 
the weed-overgrown drive. ~ 

“And now,” said Ginny, “to watch 
for our friends the spies to begin 
their next haunting session!” She 
sat down, made some cocoa for them 
both, and waited. 

It was late evening, and darkness 
fell early over the moors, when the 
first creakings on the landing above 
the hall made Ginny nudge Derek 
from his doze. 

“Here we go,” she whispered. 
“Stand by with the torch!” 

The stairs groaned and creaked, 
and the sound of flat, clumping 
footfalls came to their ears. “Ohhh! 
What’s that?” quavered Ginny, with 
a wink at her cousin that he could 
just see in the dark. 

There came a long, low moan, like 
a soul in torment, from the darkness 
ahead of them... and now a shuffling 
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sound as whatever it was reached the 
hall. 

“On torches!” shouted Ginny, and 
twin beams stabbed forward to light 
up a shadowy figure in seventeenth 
century clothes, rapier buckled to his 
waist! 

“Yippee! It’s Sir Walter Raleigh!” 
whooped Derek.” “No it’s not, it’s 
Klaus Von Whatsisname!” yelled 
Ginny, and flung a tin of beans with 
all her strength. 

The torch-beams wavered as she 
threw, and then the figure was gone. 
But already Derek was lighting up the 
big candelabra on the hall table, and 
flickering light began to flood the hall. 

“There he goes!” Ginny saw a 
shadow flit towards the corridor of 
the butler’s pantry. “Come on! Here 
we go on the second ghost chase in 
twenty four hours!” 

Shoving each other this wey and 
that in the attempt to be first, Derek 
and Ginny rushed after the fleeting 
figure. It led them along passages 
strewn with dust and cobwebs, 
through rooms and kitchens, by step 
and staircase, until finally there was a 
blank, bricked-up wall. 

“Where did he go?” Derek looked 
nonplussed. 

“There must be another of those 
secret panels somewhere,” said Ginny. 
“I expect we could use your chimney 
trick again, though I don’t fancy it 
in the dark.” 

Then suddenly they heard a faint 
noise outside . . . the revving of a car 
engine. And there was the un- 
mistakable voice of Sue, calling. 


INNY and Derek walked back to 

the front door. The first thing 
they saw was Holst Schussknopf, 
held in the firm grip of Parker. And 
then they were introduced to Lady 
Penelope Creighton- Ward. 

“I really must thank you,” she 
said, “for keeping our two spies busy. 
We've been searching for them for 
quite a long time.” 

“T told Lady Penelope that this 
one’s friend was planning an extra- 
special haunting to scare us off,” 
broke in Sue. “And we found him 
outside as we drew up! He'd got a 
huge turnip, hollowed out, with a face 
carved in it, and a candle inside, and 
he’d pulled his jacket up to make it 
look as though he hadn’t got a head! 
Can you imagine anything sillier?” 

“A turnip head? Jacket pulled 
up. . 2” Ginny turned to Derek, and 
his eyes were as wide as hers. “B-but 
the Sir Walter Raleigh man...” 

“Come on,” said Sue. “We're going 
back to the village with Lady 
Penelope. Then we can go on with our 
hiking tomorrow.” She looked at her 
friends curiously. They were standing 
still, like statues, and even in the 
candle-light. their faces looked’ un- 
naturally pale. 

“Snap out of it,” said Sue, “Anyone 
would think you’d seen a ghost!” 

THE END. 


CETYOUR LOG BOOK & BADGE! ! 
A FREE PICTURE GARD with 
every WALLS SKY RAY ! 


Every smashing Sky Ray has a thrilling Picture Card 


4 
showing one of the stages in a real flight to the [ JOIN THE MOON FLEET NOW! | 
Moon. Men in Space, Moon Flight Plan, Space ' SKY RAY MOON FLEET H.@. (LOG BooK). | 
Training, the Launch Pad—you can follow the whole i WALL'S HOUSE, GLOUCESTER ! 
flight on this fascinating series of 24 cards. meas | 
1 I wish to join the Sky Ray Moon Fleet. a 
Every Wall’s shop is now a Moon Fleet Base. I FEE ee ene I 
! I enclose P.O./Stamps value 8d | 
\ Boys and girls can join the Sky Ray Moon Fleet at their nearest | and a Wall's Sky Ray Wrapper. I 
\ Moon Fleet Base. Get your Moon Fleet Log Book and Badge *| | 
\ today ! The Log Book has spaces for your Picture Cards anda | ae I 
x wallet for ‘swaps’. 1 ww Talock canrrais mueast> I 
S Theré will be exciting competitions and special offers for Moon ! ADDRESS... ! 
& : I | 
x Fleet Members. Look out for them in, your comic and on TV! I | 
“N fe 

Se bs I aA “y 
GET SKY RAY-HIGHWAY TOTHE MOON! L-—— sien eae oe 
SS rs If you do not want to cut your comic write your name and address 

tsk 1-106 a ie oe ‘on a piece of paper and send it to Wall's. 
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OIL FOR ONE AND ONE FOR OIL...THOSE HILARIOUS HILLBILLIES HAVE STRUCK IT RICH! 


—~ 


ONE DAY MR. DRYSDALE DANNY, 
FINDS GEANNY AT THE WHAT OM CARTH ARE y 
: d IG POO! ¢ \ eB YOU DOING Pg 
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THE SALESMA\ THIS OLD POSSLIM- HOWABOLT THESE 
oD RTS, AND..+ SINCE AHORBGE-BLANKETS, 
LT TRAILEL GRANNY? 


WHY, THAT. WO-GOOD 
SIDEWINDER! 17 DONE 
SPAT THEM OL/T 

AGAIN 
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WITHIN FIVE MINUTES FOUR OTHER 
GIRLS ARE AT THE VAULTS... 


MESMERISED INTO 
IMMOBILITY, THE 
SILVER VAULT MEN 
ARE POWERLESS 
TO STOP THE SIX 
STRANG' rs 


SUDDENLY A 
FLOWER POT 


Ss Beeane 


YOUR PARDON, 
YOUR LADYSHIP: 
17S Lie, HERE. 
THERE'S TWO 


The famous London 
Silver Vaults 
contain some of 
the world's most 
valuable pieces of 
silver... 


HAS LEARNT TO ACT 
QUESTION LATE! 


[THE ELECTRIFIED aa) 
BARRIER 'S USELESS... Fam 
<1 + 

& 


A BRIGHT SUMMER'S DAY... 
A PROSPECTIVE CUSTOMER 
DESCENDS THE STEPS TO. 
THE VALILTS AND PASSES 
THROUGH THE HUGE 
ENTRANCE... 


2 
THE VAULTS ARE A |, 
PLACE OF BUSINESS... |} 


SECURITY IS EFFICIENT jue 


| BUT LINSEEN. bse 


THE CONTROL OPERATES THE 
PRIVATE VAULTS WHERE THE R 
MORE VALUABLE SILVER |S 


SUFFICIENT TO THROW 

A. MAN TO THE GROUND, 

IS PASSED THROUGH 
ELE A THE METAL BARRIER. 


QPERM 


THE VOLTAGE HAS NO EFFECT. 


DISTURB. YOLL, MA'AM, 
BUT WE ARE LOOKING 
SOR YOLK MANSERVAN TS, 

PARKER. 


REALLY... 
HE'S IN LONDON, 
DOING SOME 


SHOPPING FOR ME. 


18 ANYTHING 


WE HAVE 
REASON TO 
BELIEVE HE CAN 
HELP LIS WITH OUR 
ENQUIRIES ABOLT 


YES... HE'S 
THE ONLY MAN 
WE KNOW WHIO 

COLD HAVE 
CRACKED THE 


LADY PENELOPE May 14, 1966 


THE GIRL APPROACHES A SALESMAN 
FOR ONE OF THE MANY PRIVATE 
COMPANIES WHICH OCCUPY THE 
PREMISES... 

a 


DON'T STARE 
AT ME LIKE 
THAT... STOP... 


SWIFT, CERTAIN WORK IS 10. 

BE RENDERED HELPLESS... 

THE VAULTS ARE CLEARED... 
STRANGE GIRLS DRIVE 


a FRANK LANGFORD = 
PAF a \ 
AT THAT MOMENT, PARKER j 
IS RETURNING FRON HIS 
LONDON VISIT... 
7] 
NICE TO GET UP 
72 LONDON NOW AND 
THEN... RECKON / DID 


YEAH... MOST 
PROFITABLE! 


YES 
MADAME... 
Wil YOLL 
STEP INSIDE 


A SECOND GIRL ARRIV! 
AT THE VAUL 


SHE IS STRANGELY 
SIMILAR TO THE 
PREVIOUS VISITOR... 


LADY PENELOPE INVESTIGATES 


PssT! 

DON'T LOOK NOW, 

BUT WE'RE BEING 
INVESTIGATED, 


Ollie and Fred 
Wei mons 


WELL, / 
Owneups WANT 70 SEE MY %& 
pens” said LAWYER BEFORE / 
Show 4 The Late, SAY AWVTHING.  £ 
Los 
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Have your own kitchen just like Mummy’s 


The Lincoln 

Washing Machine/Spin-Dryer 
It’s just like the real thing. It wash- 
es and dries dolls’ clothes with a 
non-tangle action. Gets clothes 
every bit as clean as the big, big 
models. Stands 9” high. 

With an electric motor and battery 
operated it costs 24/11d. 


The Lincoln Cooker 
Works just like your mother’s 
cooker. On-off switches, red lights, 


glowing plates. Battery powered. 
It costs 24/11d. Stands 9" high. 


LINGOLN 
INTERNATIONAL 


At all good toy shops. 
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DRESSING TABLE SET 


THREE DIMENSIONAL! 


FABULOUS PICTURE 
Eat Te THU UNDE TV SERIES 


[DERBIRDS! 


Lady Penelope dressing table set, all monogrammed 
with Lady Penelope's own initial. The set 
includes an elegant hand mirror, hair brush 
and comb and a gorgeous powder bowl 
decorated with an imitation orchid. 
The set comes in its own 
beautiful display box. 


ENGLAND 

3D. PAINTING SETS 
FROM 
THUNDERBIRDS! 


ACTUAL SIZE 
12%’ DEEP 16% WIDE 


« 
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FOUR PIONEERS SET OUT TO EXPLORE THE UNKNOWN...AND ARE NOW LOST IN SPACE! 


CRAIG PILOTS HIS 
SPACEMOBILE INTO A WED BETTER” 
ES DIVE, AND... GET MLIM AND 


The Robinsons find 
the solarium deposits 
needed to repair the 
burnt-out motors of 
their space station on 
a barren planet. Buta 
meteorite storm 
forces them to take 
off again in their 
spacemobiles. Then 
one of the space- 
mobiles is hit and 
crashesdown towards 
the ocean... where a CDAD 
monstrous creature is 4, J 
waiting to snatch up | CKR4LE_ 
the craft in its jaws... 


LANDING ALONGSIDE THE DAMAGED CRAFT, CRAI 
1S SOON HELPING JUNE THROUGH THE eg 
EMERGENCY PORT..- 
Y YP YOU COME, 
ONES. ARE YOU, 
OKAY? 


THE POWER OF THE 
ROCKET ENGINES 
PROVES FRUITLESS 
AGAINST THE IRON 
GRIP OF THE 
VICE-LIKE JAW‘ late 


| Veet 
Soria 
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CHOOL children at Muir- 

kirk Junior Secondary, 
Ayrshire, Scotland, bought 
an old G.P.O. van for 50 
shillings from a scrap heap, 
stripped and rebuilt the en- 
gine . . . and now drive it 
about the playground! Muir- 
kirk is the school with the new 
look: five-year-olds have dom- 
estic science, the boys learn 
cookery, the girls do wood- 
work, 10-year-olds make 
butter for the village old folk, 
and they all learn chess! 

And Headmaster William 
Crichton has plenty of confid- 
ence in his pupils’ abilities. 
They are allowed to park his 
own car for him in the school 
garage every morning! 


Schoolgirls Lynn Cowan and 
Betty Hill put ‘Lizzie’ smoothly 
into reverse in the playground! 
Who says women can't drive? 


i ee a 3 
mr 3 
eee aati, Roberts, of Prestatyn, FAB Agent E. Turnbull of 
‘A raining for swim. Sunderland landing a catch. 
ig 


Things todo... 


FAB Agent Anne O'Connell of London has made some 
“pottery” out of old 78 rpm records! This is how she does it: 
using broken or scratched records which nobody wants, 
she puts them in a basin of very hot water. After 20 minutes 
they are soft enough fo be moulded into any shape she likes. 
When they have set, she paints them. Great idea, Anne! 


Jacqueline- Wright of Rotherham 
has recommended a FAB way of 
decorating lamp-shades. Buy a packet 
of foreign stamps for 6d. (about 40 in 
each packet) and stick them all over 
the shade. Looks terrific! 


Finally, Anne Sadler of Essex has 
suggested this interesting way of 
cheering up plastic macs and rain 
hats: buy some black-and-white sello- 
tape and stick it round the edges for a 
‘mod’ look. You can use tartan tape 
in the same way! 


Easy Pizza . . . for Energy! 


For this tasty fifteen-minute snack, you need: 3 muffins, 
rolls or buns (plain, not sweet); $ ib. Cheddar cheese; 
pepper and salt; tomato sauce or puree; 2 cans of 
anchovy fillets and some butter. 
Split the muffins or buns and toast them lightly a 
on the cut side, Butter and place them on a baking sheet or 
e@ ovenproof dish—toasted side upwards. Cut the cheese into 
Maybelle reads volumes of advanced maths textbooks in her strips and arrange them in a criss-cross pattern on the 
spare time, She attends Micklands Primary School but finds the muffins. Season with salt and pepper. Fill the spaces 
lessons tame! She is pictured above. Another ‘egg-head’ girl is @ between the cheese strips with tomato sauce and then 
seven-year-old Fay Lazarides from Cornwall. With an I.Q. of 174 e@ put the anchovy fillets on top and bake the whole thing 
(the average is 100), she has been admitted to MENSA—an ex- in an oven for about ten minutes. Serve immediately. 
clusive club consisting of the top two percent of Britain’s brains! 
At the age of five, Fay attended a school for the over-elevens! 
* Answer to Maybelle's problem: 34! 
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MAYBELLE THOMPSON of Caversham, Reading, can solve 

complicated mathematical problems such as: “If 7x equals 
the square of yz, what is z when x equals 7 and y equals 2 ?”* And 
Maybelle is only FOUR! 


To stay cool this summer: wear cotton 
— cooler than nylon; loose clothing — 
no tight belts; tea is more refreshing 
than orange pop ... and wear a dress 
like this week’s Fab Club fashion choice! 


Be a cool, cool customer in this 
crisp dress by DUPREZ ET 

CIE. It is made in washable 
continental cotton finely-striped 
in tan, black, grey or navy. The 
dress zips up the front and there 
is a woven coloured band 
running down the bodice and 
round the skirt. Made in lengths 
24” to 34’, it costs from 
approximately 57/11. Stockists 
include: D. H. Evans, London; 
Joshua Taylor, Cambridge; 
Queensway Stores, Crawley; 
Ely’s, Wimbledon; Margery Rees, 
Wrexham; Smalls, Edinburgh; 
Robert Bros., Sheffield; and 
Hindles, Oldham. 


i 
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a 
BOXES OF PRETTYPRINTS 
Pretty and dainty for your dress- 
ing table—these Kleenex 
PRETTYPRINT tissues! The 
box has an attractive ribbon- 
and-lace design, and the tissues 
ied with pink roses .. . 

lovely! Twenty of these boxes 
are waiting to be sent to the 
ip in this week's casy 
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HELP THEM CHOOSE A DOG 


orzo! © 


SIX handsome hounds . . . four famous faces. And for this week’s easy competition, 
with dresses for the first ten winners, and Prettyprint tissues for the 20 runners-up, you 
are asked to choose a dog for each of the four would-be owners on the right. 


The dogs to choose from are: A Bloodtiound, B Pekingese, C Poodle, D St. Bernard, 
E Borzoi, F Boxer. From these choose a suitable pet for Ilya Kuryakin, Samantha of 
“Bewitched”, Napoleon Solo and your old mate Parker. 


Fill in your answers on the coupon below. For instance, if you think the most appropriate 


pet for Parker is a poodle, write the letter C next to Parker’s name on the coupon, and 
so on. Then write your full name, address and age and complete the sentence “A dog is 
man’s best friend because . . .”” in not more than fen words. Post your entry to the address 


on the coupon to arrive not later than Tuesday, May 17, 1966. 


All entries will be examined 
and age, neatness and originality 
of sentence completion will be 
taken into consideration. The 
Editor’s decision is final and 
legally binding. No correspond- 
ence can be entered into. Win- 
ners will be notified by post, 
and their ‘names printed in 
LADY PENELOPE as soon as 
possible. 


DO NOT ENCLOSE ANY 
OTHER QUERIES, PHOTO- 
GRAPHS OR CORRESPOND- 
ENCE WITH YOUR ENTRY. 
ENTRIES WHICH DO SO 
WILL BE DISQUALIFIED. 


THE RULES for this com- 
petition are the same as those 
for previous issues’ competitions. 
A full list of the rules can be 
obtained on application to our 
address on page 2, if a ready 
stamped, self-addressed envelope 
is enclosed. 


DOGS COMPETITION 


NAME... 


ADDRESS .......... 


r 


--. (limit 10 words); 


De a A A SY 


THERE’S ALWAYS MAGIC IN THE AIR WHEN THE ENCHANTING-SAMANTHA IS AROUND! 


1 LARRY — | 
THOUGHT YOU WERE 
PLAYING GOLF THIS 
MORNING / 


DARRIN'S NO SCONER LEFT WHEN 
AUNT CLARA APPEARS IN THE LOUNGE... 


| WRIGHT FIRST TIME. 
SI 


YOO HOO, 


MY SPELLS ARE 
IMPROVING / 


THEY SEEM TOBE OL7... 
NOW, WHERE WOULD SHE, 
HAVE PUT THE BOOKZ, 


1 WON'T BE 
LONG, HONEY - BUT 
IF AUNT CLARA CALLE, 
GIVE HER THIS 


——— 

SURE, SAM... 
HAVE A NICE TIME, 
V0 BETTER ANGWE/ 

THE PHONE / 


$0 DIP 1, DARRIN 
BUT MR. JACKGON OF 
GLEMCO HAS CALLED IN. 
1'0 LIKE VOU TO 
COME OVER. 


AM, THERE 
17 18... BUT OUT OF \ 
REACH! 111 HAVE 
TO MAKE 17 COME 


DOWN TOMES EES ze 
BLAGRADAN| A CEE | 


TUT! TUT! 
THAT WASN'T VERY 
GOOD... PERHAPS IT'S 
GLUBBERMUCH | 


1 REALLY MUST TRY. 
70 REMEMBER MY sreus) 
BEFORE /DO SOME 
DAMAGE, NOW, LET 
ME THINK... 


7 AAWWW! 
WE A 
MONSTER! 


LADY PENELOPE May 14, 1966 


THE PANIC-STRICKEN NEIGHBOUR 
MEETS DARRIN RETURNING 


WITH HIG CLIENT... OH, MR. STEVENS / 
Ee W™\( THANK GOOONESS | MET ) 


HEE! HEE! HEE! 
1 REALLY MUST START 


BL/MMING. PEI re 


oe 


YOU! THERES A MONSTER 
IN YOUR HOUSE! 


NOW, CALM. 
DOWN ANO TELL 
ME WHAT'S 
wRove, 


GREAT! THAT'S 
UUST WHAT WE NEED! 
SUDDENLY, DARRIN SPOTS THIS With MAKE GLEMCO 
THE CAUSE OF THE TROUBLE... ER..IT'S NOTA WORLD. FAMOUS. 
HER... ITS AN 17S 
YES, THATS RIGHT, 
WS A PUBLICITY” 
STUNT. 


HELLO, DARRIN - 
1 6£EM 7O BE INA 
BIT OF A ME&S , BUT 
(THINK THIS WHHL 
CLEAR 17 / 
BANGAR 80881! 


WHEN’ SAMANTHA ARRIVES HOME, EVERYONE 
IS GETTING OVER THE SHOCK... 
THINK (LOST (7... 


HOW PECULIAR - . 1 WOULDN'T THE GREATEST 
THEY'VE FALLEN ASLEEP! HELLO, EXACTLY’ GAY CALL — PUBLICITY 6TUNT 
OH, WELL -(4L JUST. DARRIN- DID Y EXPLODED MIGHT BE IN THE WORLD / 
SIRAIGHTEN THINGS UP AUNT CLARA } A BETTER WORD! b. 

A 8IT AND BE ON CALL FORTHE 4 
MY WAY / 00K? 


THAT'6 WHAT IT WAS, 
A MGHTMARE/ 


SS = 


— 


= 
Cy NS 
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APHONY, MARINA AND BARINTH 
ARE LED TO SOME CAVES BY 
COONADANS WHERE THEY 
FIND MORE PEOPLE FROM THE 
'ECKED CITY OF A. 


SUPDENLY, MARINA FEELS 
A_ BURNING SENSATION... 
FATHER... MY EYES 
ARE FILLED WITH 
PAINS 
SE AFRAID... 4 


17.18 THE JMARINE CHEMICAL 
STRYTAREN ! QUICK... WE 
MUST ESCAPE FROM 
THE CAVES / 


(eee 
2008 UNFORTUNATES raphe says 
70 THEM DOOM?) 


WILL RECOVER THEI? \ BUT WHO/8 TOLEAD 
SIGHT 1E THEY LEAVE ] THEM CLEAR PANY OF : 
THE CAVES P US WILL SUFFER BLINDNESS 
UE WEGO BACK INTO THE 
1 CHEMICALS RANGE! 


¥YE8, (1ARINA ..- 
YOU HAVE ESCAPED 
THE EFFECTS. OF THE 
CHEMICAL... THE OCEAN 
AAS WASHED YOUR 
4YEZ CLEAN / 
MY LVES . 
THEY HAVE STOPPED 
HURTING... THEY ARE 
BETTER! 
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